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behind every mortal. The Queen called me up to her
dressing-table, and seemed mightily disposed to gossip with
me ; but instead of enjoying my glory like Madame de
Sevigne', I slunk back into the crowd after a few questions.
She told Monsieur de Guerchy9 of it afterwards, and that
I had run away from her, but said she would have her
revenge at Fontainbleau. So I must go thither, which
I did not intend. The King, Dauphin, Dauphiness, Mes-
dames, and the wild beast did not say a word to me. Yes,
the wild beast, he of the Gevaudan. He is killed, and
actually in the Queen's cwticham'bre, where he was exhibited
to us with as much parade as if it was Mr. Pitt. It is
an exceedingly large wolf, and, the connoisseurs say, has
twelve teeth more than any wolf ever had since the days
of Bomulus's wet-nurse. The critics deny it to be the true
beast; and I find most people think the beast's name is
legion, for there are mmy. He was covered with a sheet,
which two chasseurs lifted up for the foreign ministers
and strangers. I dined at the Duke of Praslin's with five-
and-twenty tomes of the corjps diplomatique; and after dinner
was presented, by Monsieur de Guerchy, to the Due de
Choiseul, The Due de Praslin is as like his own letters in
D'^on's book as he can stare; that is, I believe, a very
silly fellow. His wisdom is of the grave kind. His cousin,
the first minister, is a little volatile being, whose counte-
nance and manner had nothing to frighten me for my
country. I saw Mm but for three seconds, which is as
much as he allows to any one body or thing. Monsieur de
Guerchy, whose goodness to me is inexpressible, took the
trouble of walking everywhere with me, and carried me
particularly to see the new office for state papers. I wish
I could send it you. It is a large building, disposed like
an hospital, with the roost admirable order and method.

9 He had been Embassador in England.    Walpole.e le Blanc, Due de la Val-
